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RESIDENCE. 


LETTER  I. 

DEAR  Tom,  for  twice  ten  years  have  you  and  I, 
The  better  part  of  all  our  days  gone  by, 
Pour'd  to  each  other's  hearts  our  joy  or  grief, 
And  shar'd  that  joy,  or  sought  and  found  relief; 
But  still  have  told  our  tales  in  easy  strains 
Of  careless  prose ;  now  with  poetic  pains, 
Lab'ring  for  thoughts  more  rare,  and  words  more  terse, 
I  hail  my  friend  in  unexpected  verse. 

Becalm'd  alike  in  life's  most  tranquil  bay, 
We've  pass'd  unknown  our  sunniest  hours  away; 
And  though  unwafted  to  earth's  prosperous  shores, 
Still  towards  the  haven  we  wish'd  have  plied  our  oars, 
And  holding  onward  with  a  pilot's  eye, 
Warning  where  hidden  rocks  and  quicksands  lie, 
Have  held  the  charge  committed  to  our  hand, 
True  to  our  trust,  implicit  to  command ; 
Steering  our  Christian  course  we  kept  account, 
By  faith  from  Paul,  and  practice  from  the  Mount ; 
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And  passing  wide  temptation's  dangerous  shoals, 

Hop'd  safe  to  render  up  our  trust  of  souls. 

Such  was  our  faith  and  feeling ;  and  erewhile 

All  things  went  well,  and  heavenly  peace  did  smile 

On  us  and  on  our  cause  ;  but  he  who  driven,— 

Envious  of  peace  on  earth,  as  erst  in  heaven, 

Traitor  to  God  and  man — by  hatred  fell, 

To  render  Eden's  bower  like  his  own  hell, 

Sends  his  worst  demon,  Schism,  to  rend  the  Church, 

Till  half  her  children  leave  her  in  the  lurch; 

And  treachery  within,  and  foes  without, 

Sap  her  old  walls,  and  compass  her  about. 

Her  halcyon  days  are  gone,  and  fled  is  peace; 

The  calmer  duties  of  our  cures  must  cease  ; 

With  lifted  crook  the  shepherd  must  be  bold, 

To  chase  the  wolf — the  thief  is  in  the  fold. 

Rude,  low,  profane,  the  hand  against  us  pressyd, 

The  maker  of  the  chalice  and  the  vest, 

The  shrewd  artificers  in  wood  and  steel, 

The  Tubal-Cain,  the  cunning  Bezaleel, 

The  Dathan  and  Abiram  of  the  land, 

Elbow  the  sacred  priesthood  off  their  stand, 

And  quit  their  stools  to  thrust  us  off  from  our's, 

By  new  credentials  from  their  unknown  powers.— 

Whilst  climbs  the  pulpit-stairs  the  learned  dunce, 

He  to  the  tub  he  made  pops  in  at  once, 

And  scorning  aid  which  human  means  acquire, 

Thus  through  his  nose  blasphemes  with  tongue  of  fire, 

"  Of  all  the  beings  that  on  earth  exist, 
Easiest  of  mortals  lives  the  rural  priest, 


One  day  half  labours  of  the  seven,  and  fills 

The  six,  when  others  work,  as  humour  wills  ; 

Slowly  obeys,  when  rarely  comes  a  call, 

And  would  much  rather  there  were  none  at  all ; 

Few  though  his  flock,  he  scarcely  knows — his  books, 

'Tis  at  the  binding  only  that  he  looks  ; 

He  fagg'd  indeed  for  orders  and  degrees, 

Now  only  opens  one — for  tithes  and  fees  ; 

Lounges  o'er  magazines  and  stale  reviews, 

And  thrice  a  week  indulges  in  the  news ; 

Exchanges  calls  and  sermons  with  his  neighbour, 

And  deems  a  transcript  an  Herculean  labour ; 

Dines  with  the  squire,  grows  fat,  and  pays  in  puns, 

And  thus  through  life  his  praiseless  tenor  runs. 

Pity  the  sheep  by  such  a  pastor  penn'd, 

Well  may  they  stray  where  none  to  watch  attend." 

Though  base  the  foe,  he  fights  in  open  day ; 
But  now  deserters  from  our  ranks  betray 
The  cause  they  swear  to  love — the  Pharisee, 
Who  thanks  his  God,  this  picture  is  not  he — 
Yet  whispers  solemnly — "  Alas  !  how  true  !" 
Who  is  it  like  ? — Like  me,  and — no,  not  you. 
Our  mint-and-cummin  brethren,  who  condemn — 
Faith  on  their  frontlets,  works  upon  their  hem- 
All  but  their  own  proud  ways,  as  filthy  works, 
For  middling  Pagans  fit,  or  moral  Turks, 
Who  doctrine  to  the  finest  fibre  spin, 
And  scour  the  vessel's  outside — but  look  in ! 
Nay — let  me  not  prejudge  a  brother's  sin : — 


But  wherefore  then  the  sensual  draught  withstand, 
If  faith,  and  sin,  and  grace,  go  hand  in  hand  ? 

True,  to  high  gifts  I  never  make  pretence, 
And  little  trust  to  mine  own  eloquence  ; 
But  homely  is  the  flock  I  have  to  feed, 
And  homely  therefore  is  the  food  they  need ; 
This  they  receive  with  grace — the  Sunday  meal, 
Administer'd  to  their  eternal  weal : 
But  for  that  angel's  food,  the  bread  of  life, 
I  give't  unmix'd  with  leaven  of  human  strife. 
True,  with  mine  own  content,  I  ne'er  beyond 
Seek  for  new  cures,  a  ghostly  vagabond, 
Save  at  the  call  of  sick  or  absent  friend, 
Such  help  I  freely  ask  and  freely  lend ; 
Yet  boast  not,  like  the  priest's  three  years  abode, 
So  strict,  not  one  Lord's  day  he  pass'd  abroad ; 
Nor  to  the  velvet-cushion  stick  so  fast, 
That  it  is  thump'd  to  a  mere  rag  at  last; 
Though  thrice  a  week,  at  meeting,  club,  or  branch, 
He  never  fails  his  eloquence  to  launch; 
Or  posting  to  some  charity  in  town, 
Charge  to  the  plate  his  keep  and  chaise-hire  down. 
What  though  my  name,  and  none  besides,  appears 
To  every  register  for  thrice  five  years, — 
Small  is  that  praise ;  and  his  is  fourfold  more, 
Who  by  Paul's  stripes  has  kept  his  yearly  score ; 
And  ne'er  transgress'd  his  known  parochial  bounds, 
Save  at  Rogation,  in  his  annual  rounds, 
When  "  Curst  be  he  that  moves  his  neighbour's  mark/ 
Cries  the  good  man,  my  honest  parish-clerk : — 


Amen  !  and  thanks  to  Alfred  mine  are  large, 

No  wider  bounds  I  seek,  nor  ampler  charge  ; 

But  though  I  curse  not  him  who  dares  intrude 

Upon  my  rights,  I  still  may  call  him  rude. — 

True,  that  I  give  nor  aid,  nor  make  my  claim, 

To  part  in  that  "  sublime  and  simple  scheme," 

That  sweeps  in  one  wild  torrent  of  the  day 

All  creeds,  modes,  forms,  and  discipline,  away ; 

And  bids  the  Church  her  'vantage-ground  forego, 

To  hail  with  right-hand  fellowship  her  foe, 

To  send  their  motley  missionaries  forth, 

New  Gospel  Stars,  to  shine  East,  West,  and  North. 

Riders  they  were,  by  Orders  did  they  live, 

And  still  by  taking  orders  hope  to  thrive; 

Now  Riders  to  the  Church,  the  people  cram 

With  doctrines  base,  mere  wares  of  Birmingham. — 

Nor  mine  that  charity,  so  large  and  wide, 

That  opes  its  arms  to  all  the  world  beside, 

But  for  Faith's  household  lets  who  will  provide ; 

So  tyrants,  niggards,and  morose  at  home, 

Are  best  good  people  when  abroad  they  roam. — 

Nor  would  I  against  Heaven's  decree  rebel, 

And  dare  subvert  God's  standing  miracle, 

Nor  hope  in  proud  presumption  to  prevail, 

Though  Paul's  and  Peter's  inspiration  fail, 

To  call  the  circumcised  outcasts  home, 

All  to  the  Christian  fold : — but  will  they  come  ? — 

But,  have  they  not  converted  ? — none>  or  two 

Abandoned  renegades,  nor  Greek,  nor  Jew, 

Who,  what  is  given,  take,  or  bidden,  say, 

But  with,  or  without  tempting,  fall  away. 
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So  Julian,  when  he  wrought  in  Heaven's  despite, 

The  impious  work  by  day,  was  raz'd  by  night ; 

Abash'd  th'  Apostate  stood,  the  deed  gave  o'er, 

But  now,  fanatic  fools  rush  on  the  more. 

Ye  mock,  and  well  ye  may,  th'  infatuate  Jew, 

Who  beats  for  proselytes  as  well  as  you, 

And  hopes,  ere  his  baptismal  morn  shall  rise, 

Converted  Way  himself  to  circumcise. 

Laugh  an  ye  list:  there  is  not  much  between 

The  saintly  stole  and  Jewisjftgaberdine ; 

For,  count  your  gains, — Gordon,  apostate  rogue, 

Became  the  triumph  of  the  Synagogue, 

Whose  unshorn  beard  in  Newgate's  hallow'd  square, 

"  Stream'd  like  a  meteor  to  the  troubled  air." 

One  highborn  Lord  two  Baronets  surpasses, 

He  claims  Lord  George ;  you,  Sampson  and  Manasses. 

"  Gordon  was  mad" — but  that  too  common  plea, 

May  many  a  zealot  suit,  as  well  as  he.— 

Yes,  fetch  thy  wandering  children  home,  we  pray, 

Almighty  Father,  in  thine  own  good  day ; 

But  worthier  shepherds  send  than  Fry  and  Way. 

With  such  committed  or  omitted  sins 
The  catalogue  of  our  misdeeds  begins ; 
Perchance  the  height  and  front  of  our  offence-— 
Lukewarmness  charg'd  on  us,  the  old  pretence- 
Lies  in  th'  ungodly  use  of  common  sense; 
By  proof  and  practice,  that  the  Gospel  rules 
Are  little  meant  for  madmen,  knaves,  or  fools; 
That  reason,  with  her  voice  though  small  and  still, 
Outlives  strong  passion's  ravings,  and  mad  will; 


That  thriftless  Faith,  sole  sovereign  remedy, 

Neither  for  agues,  nor  for  sin  shall  be, 

Who  so  preach  Christ,  preach  by  '  synecdoche*. 

He,  ever  in  his  mien  sedate  and  wise, 

Dealt  not  in  raptures,  nor  in  rhapsodies ; 

But  press'd,  with  argument,  the  sinner  home, 

Of  terror,  hope,  death,  judgment-day  to  come, 

Of  hell,  where  Relieving  devils  trembling  lie, 

Of  heaven,  where  just  made  perfect  never  die. — 

Yes,  Justice,  thou,  all  ethttas  thou  art, 

Shall  be  applauded  for  thy  better  part, 

And  thy  companions  cardinal  have  place, 

But  second  only  to  that  angel-grace, 

Whose  flame,  where'er  it  burns,  devoutly  true, 

Lifts  the  Samaritan  above  the  Jew. — 

"  Give  us  the  Bible,  and  we'll  make  our  creed," 
'Tis  all  their  want,  who  can  or  cannot  read  ; 
Each  with  his  little  plan  for  saving  souls, 
Like  Seyes's  Charters,  in  his  pigeon-holes. 
"  Give  us  the  Bible !" — 'Tis  their  holy  ground, 
On  which  hay,  stubble,  wood  and  straw  to  found, 
And  daub  it  with  untemper'd  mortar  round : 
This,  like  the  painted  sepulchre,  they  dress ; 
Nor  outward  beauty,  inward  holiness, 
The  creedless,  formless,  senseless  place  adorn, 
The  good  man's  pity,  and  the  wise  man's  scorn. 

When  o'er  God's  ark  the  Tabernacle  rear'd, 
Within  the  Shechinah  divine  appear'd, 
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By  night  a  pillar  of  fire,  a  cloud  by  day, 
Guided  the  host  of  Israel  on  their  way, 
Whilst  journeying  through  the  wilderness  of  Zin, 
And  still  God's  glorious  presence  dwelt  therein. 
Oh !  how  the  name  and  place  they  now  profane, 
By  Tabernacle,  built  in  dirty  lane  ! 
Foul  air  of  reeking  tailow  fills  the  space, 
And  nothing  pure  enters  or  leaves  the  place ; 
If  thereon  rests  a  cloud,  or  one  bright  spark, 
The  ignis  fatuus  leaves  them  in  the  dark  ; 
And  still  they  stumble  through  the  waste  of  sin, 
Though  oft  with  prayer  and  preaching's  hideous  din 
They  *'  seek  the  Lord" — who  haply  ne'er  was  found 
To  dwell  in  such  unconsecrated  ground. 

And  this  they  call  a  Church,  with  power  to  save ; 
But  who  the  awful  delegation  gave  ? 
Is  it  from  Peter  that  they  claim  the  keys 
Of  heaven  and  hell  ? — how  came  they  then  to  these  I — 
A  church  without  an  altar,  rite,  or  vest, 
Or  blessed  sacrament,  or  even  a  priest, 
Or  only  such  as  Cobbett  might  ordain, 
For  all  the  learning  in  his  addled  brain3. 

Still,  still  it  spreads  !  who  in  the  gap  shall  stand, 
To  stay  the  plague  wide-wasting  all  the  land  ? — 
Not  they,  forsooth,  who  with  indulgent  eye 
Behold  this  spurious  rank  anomaly, 
And  whilst  they  pray,  to  cure  the  hideous  schism, 
Help  to  enlarge,  and  deepen  the  abysm, 


11 

Till  in  the  vortex  priest  and  people  all, 

Like  Goran  and  his  congregation,  fall : — 

Not  they : — but  whilst  remains  the  good  old  cause 

Of  England,  in  her  king,  and  church,  and  laws, 

Champions  shall  rise  in  purple  panoply, 

To  press  the  foe  in  holy  polemy. 

And  who  is  he,  that  gallant  red-cross  knight, 

With  beaver  dropt,  and  lance  so  pois'd  aright, 

That  one  home-thrust  has  laid  the  craven  foe 

In  silence  writhing  'neath  the  "Layman's  blow. 

Well  is  he  listed  of  th'  associate  band, 

That  bears  the  Church's  banners  through  the  land; 

Whose  numbers,  names,  works,  talents,  virtues,  prove 

Their  firm  allegiance  to  the  cause  they  love, 

And  that  subscribing  churchmen  need  not  write 

Beneath  their  names,  or  fool,  or  hypocrite. 

"  Give  us  the  Bible!"  cries  the  maddening  crew; 
We  will,  and  with  it  give  the  Prayer-book  too ; 
This  sprung  from  that,  the  child  so  like  its  sire, 
They  seem  to  breathe  the  same  celestial  fire.- — 
Of  4Dist.  Com.  Sec.  thou  know'st  I  bear  the  name, 
Sneerers  there  be,  I  glory  in  my  shame  ; 
But  mere  dumb  dogs,  we  zealously  proceed, 
In  silent  reverence,  with  the  pious  deed, 
Or  only  lift  to  Heaven's  Almighty  King 
A  fervent  prayer,  an  humble  thanksgiving  ; 
Nor  hear,  nor  bear,  with  vanity  self-rais'd, 
The  Hook  of  Life,  but  most  ourselves,  beprais'd; 
Nor  canvass  paupers  for  their  weekly  clubs, 
Nor  school-boys'  pence  decoy  in  name  of  subs., 


Who  baulk'd  of  gingerbread  the  stall  give  o'er, 
Whilst  farthingless  the  beggar  quits  the  door. — 
Leave  we  to  Will-by-force  and  Betterworth, — 
Like    Praise-God-bare-bones,    Love- God,    and    so 

forth, — 

To  spout  their  parodies  upon  the  Bible, 
Worse, because  dull,  than  dauntless  Hone's  worst  libel, 
Rendering  the  Book  of  Life  the  cause  of  sin, 
When  truck'd  for  sixpence,  or  a  glass  of  gin ; 
And  still  their  boast,  with  monk  and  friar  t'engage, 
And  pelt  the  devil  with  Bibles  off  the  stage, 
Or  drive  him  back  to  his  strong  hold,  the  Church, 
Whence  Martin  whipped  him  out  with  holy  birch ; 
Whose  wond'rous  tales  still  make  the  chairman  stare, 
Who  wonders  most,  how  he  himself  got  there  ; 
Poor  gentleman  !  in  vain,  he  looks  around, 
If  haply,  one  more  gentleman  be  found 
To  share  the  gross  applause,  and  filthy  slaver, 
Spirted  around  at  every  new  palaver. 
Themselves  how  like  their  theme  of  good  5Chactaws, 
And  tattoo'd  saints,  and  Magdalens  their  squaws, 
Thrusting  octavos  whole  down  meagre  jaws. 
Of  Biblo-maniacs  such  the  pious  work  is, 
And  so  perforce  are  fed  Norfolciau  turkeys. 

Ah !  whither  tends  this  age  of  trick  and  cant, 
Rivalling  old  Noll's  in  knavery,  names,  and  rant  ? 
Like  his  the  symptoms,  and,  I  fear,  my  friend, 
As  spreads  the  pestilence,  shall  prove  the  end ; 
And  evermore  the  times  will  furnish  tools 
For  knaves  to  work  with,  vulgarly  calPd  fools. 
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One  in  a  thousand  fires  th'  infuriate  mob, 

When  charg'd,  prim'd,  fus'd,  to  work  the  dang'rous 

job; 

Again  shall  oyster-wenches  lock  their  fish  up, 
In  strains  of  Billingsgate,  to  bawl  u  No  bishop ;" 
As  in  their  turns  go  up  the  modern  ranters, 
Roundheads  and  Broadbrims,  Saints  and  Covenanters, 
Watchful  again  of  the  fast-coming  season, 
To  play  the  game  of  sacrilege  and  treason. 
From  clubs  and  tabernacles  see  they  come, 
Fulfilling  all  things  by  predestin'd  doom ; 
EnrolFd  their  names  and  numbers  in  their  books, 
Malice  at  heart,  but  meekness  in  their  looks : — 
Once  more  the  Commons'  House  shall  lose  its  mace, 
Whilst  Bible  orators  usurp  the  place. 
St.  Stephen's,  as  their  saintships  it  receives, 
Becomes  both  house  of  prayer  and  den  of  thieves : 
And  as  they  deem'd,  erewhile,  no  king  expedient, 
Now  in  their  wisdom  may  cashier  the  regent. 
Then,  ah !  in  days  to  come,  may  Heaven  forefend, 
Some  future  George,  with  Halford  for  his  friend, 
May  not  in  storied  grave,  or  dubious  church, 
Deep  for  the  head  with  well-trimm'd  whiskers  search  ; 
The  thing  has  beent,  and  saints  have  done  the  thing — 
Look  to  it,  Commons,  Bishops,  Lords,  and  King ! 

Long  hence  be  their  millennium,  and  their  eyes, 
Pseudo-prophetic,  watch  in  vain  the  skies  ! 
In  patience  here  I  wait,  nor  think  it  harm, 
My  little  glebe  with  mine  own  hands  to  farm, 
No  sin  in  his  pure  eyes,  by  whom  'tis  said, 
"  Man  in  his  sweat  of  brow  shall  eat  his  bread," 


Not  so  thinks  he,  whose  house  and  land,  and  all, 
Just  six  feet  square,  are  center'd  in  his  stall, 
Who  weekly,  as  he  leaves  his  awls  and  ends, 
My  flock,  which  he  has  taught  to  stray,  attends, 
Eyes  me  askance,  and  thinks  to  share  the  spoil 
Were  only  fair,  as  he  partakes  the  toil ; 
And  ne'er  forgets  among  his  warmest  prayers — 
"  Grant  me,  O  God  !  in  change  of  man's  affairs, 
Yon  house  and  land,  or  else  in  church  of  Paul, 
Give  Jethro  Bunker,  Lord,  a  better  stall !" 
But  though  my  twofold  trade  and  gains  he  tax, 
The  reverend  sutor  ne'er  retires  from  wax; 
And  though  he  boasts  my  calling  soon  acquir'd, 
By  call  of  cobbling  ne'er  am  I  iuspir'd. — 
Ungeniai  is  the  soil,  and  cold  the  sod, 
But,  is't  not  our's  to  turn  the  hardest  clod? 
And  well  content  am  1,  by  slow  degrees, 
To  soften  hardest  hearts,  and  clods  like  these ! 
Most  sweets  the  fruits  of  hardest  labour  yield, 
'Tis  the  success  of  the  well- fough ten  field. 
By  starts  of  grace,  I  ween,  or  fits  of  zeal, 
Ne'er  prospers  temporal,  nor  eternal  weal; 
Heaven's  gracious  dews,  and  man's  obsequious  pain, 
The  earthly  and  the  heavenly  harvest  gain. — 
Small  are  my  gains,  who  sees  my  fields  may  know, 
"  They  found  me  poor  at  first,  and  keep  me  so," 
Like  his  sweet  Muse,  "a  love  neglected  maid," 
Whose  small  Parnassian  farm  but  little  paid. 
And  yet,  content,  I  watch  God's  blessings  spring, 
Corn,f  ruits,  herbs,  flowers,  and  every  living  thing, 
And  praise  his  name  from  whom  these  blessings  be, 
And  eat  my  bread  in  peace  and  privacy6. 
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LETTER  II. 

YES,  my  good  friend,  our  pleasing,  awful  charge 
Teems  thick  with  cares,  and  asks  a  heart  as  large: 
Who  slumbers  o'er  his  post,  from  duty  swerves, 
Knows  what  he  stakes,  and  earns  what  he  deserves  ; 
No  room  for  boasting,  do  the  best  he  can, 
Learn  thou  that  lesson,  over-righteous  man ! 
Who  with  emergent  haste  would  not  be  there, 
In  the  last  hour  to  challenge  fell  despair, 
And  though  the  frame  be  faint,  the  heart  more  sick, 
To  probe  the  stricken  conscience  to  the  quick; 
To  watch  the  fearful  throe,  the  wilder  start, 
That  speaks,  when  accents  fail,  the  inmost  smart ; 
Ah  !  paltering  sin,  where  now  thy  sorcerous  spell  ? 
These  are  thy  fruits,  brought  forth  with  pains  of  hell. 
And  yet,  when  Hope  seems  o'er,  and  all  is  loss, 
To  point  one  ray  of  radiance  from  the  Cross, 
And  dare  Salvation's  elements  to  give, 
And  almost  hope  the  penitent  shall  live. — 
Who  would  not  speed,  though  dark  and  drear  the  patb, 
To  wash  from  sin,  the  helpless  child  of  wrath, 
A  mother's  fears  to  still,  her  babe  to  save, 
She'll  claim  a  cherub,  when  beyond  the  grave?— 
Shivering  perchance  with  cold,  and  drench'd  with  rain, 
Behind  and  round  the  corpse,  a  friendly  train, 
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When  parents,  sisters,  brothers,  sob  their  grief, 
Or  she  weeps  low,  whose  heart  knows  no  relief: 
Who  would  not  then,  in  patience,  wait  awhile, 
Though  oft  abused,  to  meet  them  at  the  stile, 
To  pay  the  last  sad  duty  to  the  dead, 
With  more  than  duty  to  the  living  sped, 
Nor  fail,  physician  of  the  soul,  t'  impart 
His  sovereign  balsam  to  the  wounded  heart  ?-— 
Poor  is  that  heart,  how  poor!  that  can  refuse 
The  new-made  mother's  can,  the  widow's  cruse. - 
No  more  that  house  with  terrifying  name, 
Scares  from  its  door  the  old,  the  blind,  the  lame, 
Where  the  wayfarer  rests  himself  awhile, 
And  foundlings  find  a  ready  domicile ; 
Where  toil-worn  age  retires,  his  labour  done, 
And  bed-rid  crones  linger  their  setting  sun; 
There  girls  their  bobbins  jingle  through  the  day, 
Thence  boys  at  morn  their  wallets  bear  away, 
And  all,  at  eve,  crowd  round  a  cheerful  hearth, 
Till  fed  and  warm'd,  they  brighten  into  mirth; 
Or  on  the  holy  day,  in  holier  mood, 
Listen  the  Book  that  teaches  to  be  good. 
This  oft  his  eye  beholds,  who  deigns  to  sip 
The  savoury  pottage,  with  no  scornful  lip, 
Or  tastes  the  wholesome  morsels  as  they  stand, 
Each  in  his  turn,  to  wait  the  helper's  hand. 

Yet  here  fanatics,  ignorant  and  bold, 
Intrude,  uncalled,  within  my  little  fold, 
To  drag  one  more  to  Bunyan's  miry  slough : 
Quick  to  the  rescue  would  I  fly  e'en  now, 
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But  hard  to  trace  the  felon  to  his  den, 
More  hard  to  bring  my  lost  sheep  back  again. 

"  And  this  is  all  ?  The  legalist  may  call 
This  'Residence:'  and  right  canonical, 
True  to  the  tetter."   This  I  hold  enough  : 
But  where  bold  vice  demands  my  stern  reproof, 
Or  jarring  feuds  break  up  my  neighbours'  peace, 
My  pastoral  voice  shall  warn  those  ills  to  cease ; 
And  still  at  every  call,  by  night,  by  day, 
Promptly  advise,  convince,  console,  or  pray. — 
But  punctual  in  all  things,  as  I  may, 
Is  nought  allow'd  me  but  to  preach  and  pray  ? 
What !  am  I  just  to  fetch  an  idle  walk, 
Or  gossip  on  in  worse  than  idle  talk, 
Go  to  the  neighbour-town  and  count  the  clock. 
To  set  the  village-dial  for  my  flock, 
Or  drive  my  chaise-and-one  an  hour  abroad, 
To  court  the  dusty  zephyr  of  the  road  ? — 
How  it  invigorates  health,  the  mind  relieves, 
To  wind  among  the  horns  of  Smithfield  beeves, 
To  stir  the  panting  drove,  a  cloud  to  raise, 
Hotter  than  Afric's  sands  in  noon-day  blaze! — 
Fitlier,  oh  Bunker !  hadst  thou  these  to  keep, 
Than  me  to  rob  of  my  poor  silly  sheep. 

Since  cobblers  are  turn'd  confessors,  the  priest 
May  change  his  place,  and  be  himself  confessed  ; 
Well,  then,  I  own  one  peccadillo  more, 
A  bosom  sin,  like  Lot's  own  little  Zoar ; 
a 
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A  refuge  which  I  fly  to,  when  exempt 

From  harder  toils,  and  leave  and  leisure  tempt : 

But  as  for  one  sad  sin  we  plead  God's  will. 

So  here  man's  licence  to  pursue  and  kill. 

Hark!  from  his  tub  the  good  man  "loose  his  jaw," 

"  The  devil's  own  salvo  'tis  to  sin  hy  law  ; 

The  law  ne'er  sav'd,  its  works  are  never  good, 

Thine  smells  of  sulphur,  'tis  the  deed  of  blood." 

Out  with  it  then — the  parson's  old  pursuit  ? 

Yes,  wretched  sinner  that  I  am — I  shoot ! 

The  clock  strikes  twelve,  the  hour  of  school  is  up, 
Not  call'd  more  duly  by  old  7  Blenkinsop : 

For  led  by  thy  success,  my  B- -,  'tis  mine, 

In  one,  "  friend,  father,  tutor  to  combine ;" 

Nor  less  than  father's  love  it  seems  to  ask, 

To  ply  from  day  to  day  th'  unwearied  task, 

And,  Priscian,  whilst  they  break  thy  head,  my  brain, 

Past  all  endurance,  oft  seems  rent  in  twain ; 

When  concords  turn  to  discord,  and  of  cases 

Th'  accusative  and  voc.  alone  have  places; 

And  interjections,  though  the  last  we  call 

Of  the  eight  parts,  are  heard  above  them  all. 

Glad  to  escape,  the  war-dog  John  lets  slip, 

Blows  the  shrill  pipe,  and  cracks  the  supple  whip  ; 

And  William  mounts  his  charger,  light  of  heart, 

Rider  and  horse  well  pair'd,  nor  long  apart. 

Half  frowns  my  friend, (t  Young  sportsmen  !"  even  so  ; 

Yet  'tis  the  only  holiday  they  know, 

Tide  or  vacation  never  look  for  they, 

Nor  search  the  calendar  for  next  saint's  day, 
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And  only  ask,  when  F  —  -  -  comes  to  dine, 
To  miss  one  lesson  for  a  glass  of  wine. 
Forgive  the  pun  —  you  know  my  old  repute  — 
"  I  teach  the  young  idea  how  to  shoot." 
Then  shouldering  arms,  the  deadly  weapon  wield, 
And  horse  and  foot  in  force  we  take  the  field, 
"  Try  what  the  open  what  the  covert  yield."  — 
Though  brief  the  hour  and  limits  of  our  chase, 
Bounded  impassably  by  time  and  space  ; 
Yet  may  we  not  at  freedom  dipt  repine, 
When  on  strong  wing  the  covey  breaks  the  line, 
To  seek  the  near  preserve,  and,  as  they  may, 
There  shelter  safely  till  some  luckier  day. 
Enough  remains  ;  and  thank  his  courtesy 
Who  measures  out,  of  suit  and  service  free, 
From  the  bold  ridge,  the  slow  descending  slope,  — 
Gladdening  my  heart,  as  his  yon  ample  scope,  — 
E'en  to  the  rippled  lane  and  bowering  tree, 
A  ne  plus  ultra  to  my  friend  and  me.  — 
There  as  for  health  and  exercise  we  fag, 
The  "pheasant's  emerald  neck  adorns  the  bag  ; 
Close  at  the  shot,  my  boys,  with  glistening  eyes, 
Watch  and  rush  in  to  seize  the  splendid  prize  ; 
Adjust  the  ruffled  plumes,  and  backward  trail, 
In  breathless  joy,  the  sweeping  length  of  tail  ; 
White  moments  these,  and  richly  they  repay, 
The  toilsome  expedition  of  the  day. 

So  were  we  wont  o'er  hill  and  plain  to  range, 
But  death  hath  wrought  in  us  a  mortal  change  ; 
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No  more  to  covert  shall  old  Don  go  forth-— 
I  sing  this  tribute  to  departed  worth — 
A  dog  he  was,  of  birth  and  lineage  fair, 
And  high  in  Bond-street  breath'd  his  native  air, 
Where,  when  he  ventured  from  his  dam  to  stray, 
He  idly  loung'd  his  puppyhood  away  ; 
Thence,  having  grown  of  adolescent  age, 
He  posted  down  by  Levi's  rattling  stage, 
To  taste  the  kennePs  luxury,  and  scent 
The  tainted  heel,  by  natural  bias  bent. 
His  youth  was  past,  submiss  to  wholesome  rule, 
His  manners  form'd  in  the  politest  school ; 
Yet  sometimes  gave  offence,  for  canine  vice 
Will  stir  the  bile  of  men  that  are  too  nice : 
7Twas  therefore  half  by  favour,  half  by  fee, 
He  found  his  way  in  third  descent  to  me ; 
And  here  content  hath  been  his  life  to  stay, 
And  take  his  hour,  when  graver  things  gave  way. 

So  many  a  biped  puppy  of  good  breed, 
From  strings  of  Alma  Mater  newly  freed, 
Saunters  a  season  idly  through  the  streets, 
Then  to  Sir  Tom,  or  Bellingham  retreats, 
There  gallops  off  the  heyday  of  his  blood, 
And  learns,  by  falls  and  'scapes  o'er  fell  and  flood, 
The  better  part  of  valour ;  and  that  man 
Was  not  sent  here,  like  huge  Leviathan, 
For  nought  but  pastime ;  then  he  sobers  down, 
Takes  to  himself,  perchance,  a  wife  and  gown, 
Follows  his  call  in  pulpit  or  in  court, 
And  snatches,  when  he  may,  his  hour  of  sport. 


Alas  J  good  Don,  thy  solitary  eye, 
No  more  shall  glisten  with  hope's  ecstacy, 
Now  glaz'd  and  fix'd  in  death's  unmeaning  glare, 
Like  that  dun  ball,  that  seem'd  of  China  ware  ; 
This  stiffened  tail,  and  once  suspended  breath, 
Denoting  joy,  are  index  now  of  death. 
Sure  was  thine  instinct,  and  thy  virtues  rare, 
It  seem'd  as  thought  and  memory  were  there. 
Was  it  reflection,  or  but  daily  use 
That  taught  thee  every  riding,  mesh  and  me  use, 
And  oft  t'  unravel  the  perplexing  thread, 
When  he  that  led  thee  was  himself  misled  ? 
No  soldier  better  knew  the  word — to  stand ! — 
Nor  courtier  watchM  the  waving  of  the  hand, 
And  though  by  race  a  9Cynic,  never  more 
Wrongs  and  privations  patient  Stoic  bore, 
Asking  forgiveness,  where  he  should  forgive, 
From  heart  where  malice  ne'er  an  hour  could  live, 
Whose  faint  vibrations  own'd  me  to  the  last, 
Whilst  his  last  upward  look  at  me  was  cast, 
And  mine  that  feeble  stir  till  death  was  overpast. 

Long  may  thy  progeny  their  birth  proclaim, 
And  unborn  puppies  own  their  grandsire's  name, 
Fresh  in  thy  son,  behold  thy  glories  burst, 
And  Don  the  second  rival  Don  the  first. — 

Due  as  the  Sabbath's  glad  return  shall  come, 
The  faithful  minister  is  found  at  home. 
That  day  of  rest  in  Heav'n's  all-gracious  plan, 
That  shines  benignant  here  on  pilgrim  man ; 


To  all  with  duties  and  delights  between, 
It  comes ;  but  most  its  beauty,  use,  are  seen 
In  village-church,  and  on  the  village-green. 
Out  rings  the  early  tenor,  and  its  shrill 
Loud  echoes  undulate  o'er  vale  to  hill, 
Wakening  associate  thoughts,  and  better  far 
Than  trumpet,  or  the  brazen  throat  of  war, 
That  calls  the  crew  or  garrison  to  prayer, 
Bids  the  rude  race  for  hour  of  church  prepare. 
Up  from  his  pallet  springs  the  hind,  not  loth, 
Enjoy'd  one  extra  hour  of  rest,  not  sloth, 
Reaps  the  week's  harvest  from  his  full  clad  chin, 
At  mirror,  where  but  half  his  face  is  seen ; 
Whilst  thoughtful  to  his  hand  the  good  wife  lays 
The  well-kept  garments  of  their  courtship  days ; 
Then  to  the  morning  meal  adds  something  more, 
From  last  night's  earnings,  all  their  weekly  store  ; 
Gives  to  the  children  each  his  little  share, 
And  fills  their  mouths,  though  her  own  diet's  spare. 
That  well-patch'd  jacket,  and  the  frock  knee  high, 
Were  long  ago  familiar  to  my  eye. 
O'er  the  clean  hearth  the  simmering  pot  is  hung, 
And  forth  they  issue,  for  the  bell  has  rung ; 
Turning  the  key,  they  safely  leave  the  door, 
For  low  must  be  the  thief  that  robs  the  poor. 

And  still  throughout  the  land  our  villages 
Send  many  a  cottage  group  to  church  like  these ; 
In  early  life  who  love  their  pastor's  voice, 
And  in  their  riper  years  confirm  their  choice, 


Unscar'd  by  Calvin's  terrors,  not  the  Lord's, 
By  Whittield's    faith,  not  Paul's— by  Wesley's,   not 
God's  words. 

They  from  the  utmost  circle  hear  the  call, 
Converging  to  the  sacred  centre  all, 
Along  the  vale,  or  hedge-row  path  that  leads 
By  the  brown  fallows,  or  the  shelter'd  meads ; 
Punctual  to  church  they  come  from  far  or  near, 
And  decent  clad,  in  frock  or  cloak  appear ; 
The  bow  or  curtsey  dropt  the  desk  or  me, 
They  humblier  to  the  hasso<  k  bend  the  knee ; 
The  prayer  is  whisper'd  in  the  hat  below, 
Then  hung  o'er  head  on  the  accustomed  row. 
The  poor  man  takes  his  seat,  with  rev'rence  due, 
The  cardinal  and  bonnet  grace  the  pew ; 
And  still,  save  here  and  there,  the  church  divide, 
Females  or  males,  to  each  their  several  side  ; 
And  there  the  village  belle  betrays  her  dress, 
Ah  !  here  too  mindful  of  her  loveliness  ; 
For  scarce  my  forceful  frown  o'erawes  the  smile, 
Shot  at  some  clown,  responsive  from  the  aisle. — 
From  Paris  once  her  flaunting  fashion  came, 
Hither  brought  down  by  the  squire's  courtly  dame, 
Which  to  my  wife,  the  rural  milliner 
Presum'd,  but  something  English'd,  to  transfer ; 
Next,  to  the  waiting-woman's  head  it  pass'd, 
And  feeds  the  vanity  of  Doll  at  last. 

Marshall'd  beneath  the  frown  or  willow- wand, 
Adown  the  nave  the  Sunday-scholars  stand, 


And  future  parish-clerks  and  masters  learn 

The    loud    response,    and    psalms    and   prayers    to 

turn. — 

Accept  my  brief  apostrophe,  good  Bell ! 
Of  church  and  state  hast  thou  deserved  well ; 
The  bud  thou  sett'st  upon  the  nation's  germ, 
Ages  to  come  shall  cherish  and  confirm ; 
Whilst  embryo  10Cromwells,  in  their  sceptic  schools, 
Leave  we  to  atheists  and  illustrious  fools. 
Full  well  they  know,  a  living  rubric  they, 
To  listen,  to  confess,  to  praise,  to  pray  ; 
And  oft  aloud  the  most  illiterate  there, 
Puts    up    with    heart    and    voice    the   Lord's    own 

prayer. 

With  Latimer  and  Cranmer  for  our  guides, 
No  self-fram'd  form  'twixt  heaven  and  earth  divides 
The  heart-felt  praise,  the  service  of  the  lip ; 
We  ask  God's  grace  in  goodly  fellowship, 
Not  with  wild  postures  supplicate  the  throne, 
Binding  the  common  prayer  to  self  alone. 

The  gallery,  anon,  with  one  accord, 
Lift  up  their  cheerful  voices  to  the  Lord  : 
In  union  with  the  strains  the  glad  aisles  ring, 
Of  Zion's  harp,  and  Israel's  prophet-king. 
Laud  they  His  glorious  works  who  hung  on  high 
His  fervid  lamps,  to  light  immensity, 
The  bridegroom  sun,  rejoicing  in  his  race, 
And  as  a  bride,  the  moon,  with  milder  grace, 
Earth,  air,  and  ocean,  and  all  things  therein 
That  move  aud  cleave  their  way  on  wing  or  fin ; 
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All  made  for  man,  by  Him  whose  truth  is  sure, 
Whose  goodness  shall  from  age  to  age  endure. — 
Again,  they  slowly  strike  the  sad  lament 
O'er  Judah's  ills,  and  Israel's  discontent, 
Their  goodness  transient  as  the  morning  cloud ; 
Or  with  more  plaintive  air,  and  notes  less  loud, 
The  pensive  song  which  captive  Israel  sung, 
Their  harps  on  Babylonian  willows  hung. — 
Again,  what  time  from  earlier  bondage  free, 
A  wall  of  glass  stood  up  the  wand-struck  sea  : 
What  bade  thee,  Ocean,  bare  thy  coral  bed  ? 
Why  to  his  fountains  Jordan  backward  fled  ? 
What  ail'd  ye,  mountains  ? — That  Almighty  nod, 
Which  bade  ye  be,  now  awes  ye  with  the  rod. — . 
And  last,  they  pour  the  sacrifice  of  praise, 
Whilst  all  around  the  grateful  concert  raise, 
Touch'd  with  the  more  than  mortal  strains,  to  Him 
Who,  borne  on  Cherubim  and  Seraphim, 
The  clouds  his  chariot  wheels,  sublimely  rode, 
And  on  the  mighty  winds  came  flying  all  abroad  ;•*- 
Smote  by  the  royal  hand,  the  Hebrew  lyre 
Shames  into  nought  the  strains  of  Pindar's  wire ; 
And  unsubdued  the  beauties  burst  sublime, 
Through  their  plain  notes,  and  Sternhold's  homely 
rhyme. 

Ye  stoled  saints  and  evangelic  clerks, 
Who  warble  Watts'  and  Wesley's  godly  quirks, 
Ye  may  be  pure  and  have  intent  to  save, 
But  plain  it  is,  that  taste  ye  cannot  have. 


26 

/ 

Smile  not,  my  friend,  I  will  not  now  translate 
My  humble  prose  to  verse,  in  lines  of  Tate, 
To  tell  thee  how  my  docile  flock  I  teach, 
That  oft  I  bid  the  good  Archbishop  preach, 
Like  old  Sir  Roger's  chaplain,  and  my  squire, 
Who  knows  the  secret,  still  is  pleas'd  t' admire. 
They  learn  by  daily  toil,  and  labour  hard, 
To  win  their  master'ssmiles,  and  their  reward, 
And  thence  are  taught,  that  Heaven  is  only  won, 
When  the  good  work,  heaven's  Lord  hath  set,  is  done  ; 
Then  hope,  as  now  they  taste  the  Sabbath's  rest, 
Their  Christian  labour  over,  to  be  bless'd. 
Ask  him  his  creed — replies  the  humblest  clod, 
€t  Love  mercy,  and  do  justly,  walk  with  God, 
Fight  the  good  fight  of  Faith,  and  where  we  fail, 
Christ's  all-atoning  merits  shall  prevail." 
Plain  doctrine  this !  but  not  one  word  from  Paul : 
Yes,  oft  they  hear  his  animating  call, 
When  reasoning  of  the  judgment  day  to  come, 
And  Felix  trembled  at  his  future  doom : 
Thus,  then,  I  catch  the  strain  of  Massillon, — 
"  Think  ye,  my  friends,  the  grand  assize  begun ! 
Hark  !  the  last  trump !  the  grave  gives  up  the  dead ! 
The  Judge  descends  in  attributes  of  dread! 
The  tables  ready  set,  the  books  are  ope, 
Faith  turns  to  vision,  no  more  room  for  hope ! 
Where  your  good  works,  your  charitable  deed, 
The  naked  clothed,  and  the  captive  freed, 
The  hungry  fed,  the  friendless,  fatherless, 
The  sick,  the  widow,  solac'd  in  distress? — 
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Ah!  none  !  in  vain,  in  faith,  Lord,  Lord,  ye  call, 
Unless  it  bid  the  mountains  on  ye  fall! — 
What  if  the  present  moment  be  the  last?" — 
Prick' d  to  the  heart,  the  sinner  stands  aghast, 
Drops  on  his  knees,  God's  mercy  to  implore, 
Repents,  resolves,  goes  home  to  sin  no  more. 

Peter,  I  thank  thee  for  that  sage  advice, 
That  warns  weak  minds  from  questions  hard  and  nice; 
Who  would  unsettle  heads  and  hearts  like  these, 
With  sayings  dark,  and  endless  subtleties  ? 
They,  who  on  waves  of  burning  brimstone  toss'd, 
Were  in  the  maze  of  fate  and  freewill  lost ; 
They  who,  intent  to  build  their  lawless  plan, 
To  contradict  the  master,  quote  the  man ; 
And  strain  the  comment  to  debase  the  text, 
Perplexing  others,  most  themselves  perplex'd. 
Leave  we  meek  V — ,  brief  S — ,  and  tolerant  H — , 
With  graceless  Hill,  of  grace  the  furious  stoker, 

And  playful  C ,  and  minor  Fry, 

Saint  Paul  to  Calvinize  and  mystify, 

Who  skipping  prophets,  law  and  gospel  all, 

Are  term'd,  proh  pudor !  evangelical, 

And  entertain  us  with  such  idle  blab  as, 

Cornelius  is  no  better  than  Barabbas. 

Sound  Newgate  doctrine — blessed  are  ye  thieves, 

And  Huffey  White  the  news  and  noose  receives  : 

Ye  nymphs  of  Marybone,  though  black  as  smutch 

With  sins,  'tis  nothing,  for  ye  loved  much. 

Brethren,  I  marvel  not  ye  cram  your  pews 

Full  from  the  Tabernacle  and  the  Stews, 
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Whilst  Whitfield,  Wesley,  mourn  their  empty  benches, 
Those  arch-apostles  of  rogues,  thieves,  and  wenches, 
Who  in  a  circle  now  are  taught  to  sin, 
Repent,  be  shriv'd,  and  then  again  begin. 

These  men  have  eaten  lotos ;  'tis  the  bane 
For  which  no  antidote  have  found  the  sane ; 
Delirious  with  the  taste,  like  liberal  Eve, 
They  hand  it  round  to  all  that  will  receive, 
And  well,  no  doubt,  the  vicious  taste  it  suits, 
Of  such  as  live  upon  forbidden  fruits. — 
Weak  though  my  voice,  I  sound  the  near  alarm, 
To  warn  my  flock  of  the  Circean  charm ; 
The  Spartan  plan  too  dangerous  to  pursue, 
To  place  their  naked  drunkenness  in  view. 
He  ne'er  ascends  my  pulpit  stairs,  whose  plan 
Excludes  the  moral  agency  of  man, 
Or  would  release  him  from  the  dread  account, 
Drawn  from  the  Sea- side,  Temple,  and  the  Mount, 
Passing  as  nought,  the  hours,  the  seed,  the  talents, 
Or  worse,  as  only  "  ndust  that  soils  the  balance," 
What  Christ  has  made  salvation's  sine  qua  non. 
To  magnify  their  own  mysterious  canon, 
To  hobble  on  the  single  crutch  of  faith, 
And  miss  the  way  and  life,  by  virtue's  path. 

Whence  the  disease  ? — On  Cam's  or  Isis'  bank, 
Where  once  our  youth  the  milk  of  learning  drank, 
Pure  as  the  source  from  whence  that  learning 

fWd, 
Or  their  own  founts,  the  oracles  of  God, 
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Now  poison'd  at  the  spring,  the  stream  they  sip, 
And  shed  it  o'er  the  land  with  tainted  lip; 
From  mouth  to  mouth  th'  adulterate  cup  is  past, 
And  souls  are  bound  in  pleas'd  delusion  fast. 
Thence  spring  to  birth  the  wild  and  spurious  breed, 
On  Guyon  got  by  Calvin's  lawless  seed; 
Then  fed,  or  starv'd,  on  Fenelon's  soft  pap, 
And  nurs'd  by  stealth  in  alma  mater's  lap ; 
Thence  Whitfield,  Wesley,  those  heresiarchs  prime, 
And  S ,  W— —— ,  saints  of  modern  time. 

Is  there  no  cure  ? — there  is — I  dare  to  tell : — 
Revise,  rescind,  interrogate,  expel; 
Leave  not  to  their  lubricity  of  sin, 
Loop-hole  to  wriggle  out  or  wriggle  in ; 
Yes,  much  with  soul- felt  grief  as  I  lament, 
Rude  amputation  from  th'  establishment, 
Yet  heed  we  well,  and  practise  that  command, 
That  better  bids  th'  offending  eye  or  hand 
Be  lopp'd  away,  than  with  too  sparing  knife, 
To  risk  hell-fire,  and  lose  eternal  life. 
What,  if  in  time  to  come,  the  mighty  man, 

Less  orthodox  than  L and  V — n, 

Who  rules  the  state,  should  issue  the  congee, 

To  place  a  saint  in G ' s  see ; 

What  then  could  stay  the  Antinomian  race, 
Of  Calvin's  wretchlessness,  and  Wesley's  grace, 
From  peopling  church  and  chapel,  throne  and  stall, 
With  saints  or  devils, — for  hope  no  room  at  all, — 
For  prater,  repentance,  or  amendment,  none, 
The  bubiaess  oC  the  day  of  judgment  gone  ?— 
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Such  wild  and  wide  extremes,  nay,  hell  and  heaven, 
They  reconcile — what  power  to  saints  is  given ! 

But  for  the  craft,  one  remedy  alone, 

Prescribed  by  him  hight  Doctor  Ad , 

Would  desiccate  the  thousand  turbid  rills, 

By  which  the  fluent  virulence  distils. 

To  his  own  tub  th'  itinerant  confine, 

And  soon  relapses  the  joint-stool  divine  ; 

Who,  the  brisk  fermentation  o'er,  will  come, 

Twice  to  light  froth,  sour  lees,  and  vapid  stum  ? — 

Aye,  soon  shall  verify,  the  empty  room, 

That  "  prophets  gain  small  reverence  at  12home." 

Sutton,  be  bold,  come  forth,  thou  great  good  man, 
And  at  thy  side,  Marsh,  Rowley,  Tomline,  Van, 
With  Eldon,  Sidmouth,  Kenyon,  Bathurst,  near, — 
Names  to  religion,  order,  virtue,  dear, — 
Firm  to  the  charge  ;   and  )ike  the  Church's  Rock, 
llesist  unmov'd,  though  hell  roll  on  the  shock : 
Put  down  th'  irreverent  rout,  and  though  once  more 
Their  parchments  strew  the  table  and  the  floor, 
Bid  love-sick  Erskine  take  a  second  trip, 

And  Holland  home  to  W 's  Ladyship, 

And  leave  the  palace,  altar,  and  the  throne, 
Your  sacred  charge,  for  these  are  three  in  one ; 
And,  true,  like  our  forefathers  to  the  cause, 
Maintain  the  Church,  the  Monarchy,  and  Laws. 

Enough  of  this : — and  now  a  closing  rhyme, 
Of  happier  thought  on  past  and  present  time. 


How  oft,  when  life  was  young,  and  we  could  dream, 

Sleeping  or  waking,  of  its  future  scheme, 

Dear  Tom,  we  dwelt  on  the  delightful  theme!  — 

Thine  was  refin'd  from  every  earthly  dross 

Of  Horace,  Swift,  of  Pomfret  or  Pangloss ; 

And  thou  wouldst  woo  an  angel;  but  didst  wed 

The  sweetest  of  Eve's  daughters  to  thy  bed : 

Pure  love  of  virtue  did  thy  bosom  warm, 

But  most  thou  lov'dst  her  in  her  loveliest  form. 

Loathing  like  you,  my  friend,  the  sensual  stye, 

My  plan  of  blessedness  was  never  high, 

Paley  my  guide  in  life's  philosophy. 

My  wish, — a  conscience  reckless  of  remorse, 

Some  occupation,  and  much  self-resource; 

Though  not  unsocial  in  my  heart  and  joy, 

Let  me  not  live  dependant  for  a  toy. 

Round  my  best  room  let  shelves  conceal  the  wail, 

Which  neither  library  nor  study  call, 

Well  lin'd  with  tomes  of  long  familiar  name, 

And  all  of  rising,  or  of  risen  fame  : 

Let  foliomongers  wake  th'  oblivious  dead, 

For  all  such  reading  as  was  never  read ; 

Damn'd  for  demerits  to  eternal  dust, 

Like  Martin's  shield,  in  venerable  rust, — 

With  leisure  there  to  linger,  wet  or  dry  ; 

No  solitary  student  e'er  was  I, 

And  come  who  will,  my  wife,  or  e'en  my  boys, 

I  chide  them  not,  long  patient  of  their  noise, 

And  close,  without  a  frown,  the  grey-beard  sagei, 

To  still  the  mewling  of  the  first  of  ages. 
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Of  children,  just  so  many,  and  no  more, 
Than  God  to  bless  them  with  has  given  good  store 
Content  with  those  I  have,  and  He  who  feeds 
The  raven's  young,  well  knows  our  growing  needs; 
Come  boys,  come  girls,  I  take  them  in  good  part, 

To  climb  the  knee,  and  twine  about  the  heart : 

If  like  their  mother,  well  'tis  for  their  looks ; 
If  like  myself,  I'll  mend  them  with  my  books. 

My  wife,  just  such  as  man  e'er  marriage  loves, 
And  mine,  twelve  happy  winters  after  proves. 
My  friend,  how  rare !  well  born,  well  clad,  well  bred, 
So  far  All  Souls :  but  let  him  be  well  read, 
From  Copplestone's  or  Hodgson's  better  school, 
Thus  neither  pedant,  nor  a  well-bred  fool; 
No  frequent  jester,  yet  a  friend  to  wit, 
And  able  sometimes,  in  poetic  fit, 
To  turn  his  playful  thoughts  in  pleasant  rhyme, 
To  please  ourselves,  and  wives,  and  cheat  the  time; 
Gentle,  yet  firm,  of  free,  yet  cleanly  mind, 
And  above  all,  to  Heaven's  high  will  resigned.—- 
And  such  1  found,  when  scarcely  more  than  lad, 
Sauntering  unknown  in  Pembroke's  little  quad. : 
Bear  witness  ye  who  know  him,  that  I've  peun'd 
The  man,  no  beau  ideal  of  a  friend  : — 
Mock  not  my  love  with  atheist  friend,  or  wife, 
With  a  mere  interest  in  their  hearts  for  life, 
Enjoy'd  a  little  hour,  then  cast  away 
For  ever — partners  of  a  dance  or  play : 
Blessings  like  these,  on  earth  to  man  were  given, 
To  cheer  and  speed  him  on  his  way  to  heaven, 
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With  hope,  that  whatsoever  things  are  fair, 
True,  virtuous,  lovely  here,  shall  follow  there. 

Happy  the  man  with  elements  like  these, 
With  power  and  will  to  use  them  as  he  please ; 
But  let  him  learn  to  mix  the  bowl  aright, 
Nor  yet  too  full,  nor  sparkling  with  delight 
Intense  and  high.     There  needs  in  all  things  taste, 
But  most  in  this,  to  make  pure  pleasure  last. 
Fervours  in  love,  religion,  friendship,  pass 
Trackless,  like  vivid  colours  o'er  a  glass, 
Or  like  the  crackling  thorn's  unsteady  fire, 
Vapour  and  flare  a  moment  and  expire. 
Drink  not  too  deep  of  this,  nor  draw  on  that, 
Now  work,  now  play,  now  reading,  and  now  chat, 
Wife,  children,  books,  friend,  neighbour ;  for  my  gate 
Closes  not  churlishly,  and  welcome  plate, 
And  middling  Port,  shall  tempt  one  to  my  board, 
Oft  as  he  will,  and  my  small  means  afford. 

These  are  life's  sweets,  which  whoso  shall  possess, 
May  mix  the  moral  compound,  happiness ; 
This  still  be  thine,  and  in  his  favoui  Jd  Isle, 
Long  on  my  friend,  love,  peace,  and  beauty  smile ! 
Our  humble  homes,  if  mighty  ocean  parts, 
Nor  that,  nor  earthly  schism  divides  our  hearts, 
And  hence,  though  few  our  visits,  let  us  cheer, 
With  many  an  interchange,  each  coming  year, 
To  tell  if  Heaven  or  pain  or  joy  dispense, 
And  the  same  cordial  warm  each  residence. 


TO  MY  OLD  GOWN. 


"  Reach  it  me,  neighbour,  it  gives  me  more  pleasure  to  wear 
this,  than  if  I  had  received  a  cassock  of  Florence  silk." 

Don  Quixote,  Vol.  I.  Chap.  IF. 


No,  no,  my  companion  of  old,  my  good  habit, 
Fve  wedded  and  worn  thee  for  better  for  worse ; 

Tho'  thy  bloom  be  long  faded,  they  never  shall  blab  it, — 
That  the  pride  of  my  back  shows  the  wealth  of  my 
purse. 

Thou  hast  still  travelled  with  me,  together  we've  worn 
well, 

And  faithful  and  true  to  each  other  have  been  : 
For  ten  pleasant  years  thou  wert  mine  in  lov'd  Cornwall, 

And  twelve  hast  of  service  in  •   seen. 

Yet  a  widow  thou  cam'st  to  my  back ;  but  whose  mantle 
Fell  on  me,  I  reck  not,  good  holy  divine  : 

Though  the  name  of  thy  first  by  tradition  we  can't  tell, 
I  guess  at  his  form  and  his  figure  by  thine. 

Than  he  who  now  wears  thee  how  sprucer,  though  older, 
In  broad-cloth  well  brush'd,  and  in  full-bottom'd  wig, 

And  better  thou  fittedst  the  turn  of  his  shoulder, 
Whilst  low  fell  thy  folds  round  the  calf  of  his  leg. 
c2 
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Whilst  the   jester  now   points  with    a    simper   and 

waggle, 

"  Our  pastor  still  fearlessly  strides  through  the  dirt, 
For  he  never  the  hem  of  his  garment  will  draggle, — 
He  who  made  him  his  gown,  surely  measured  his 
shirt." 

And  there's  truth  in  the  witty  remark  of  the  lady, 
"  If  rusty  the  gown — e'en  the  priest  is  the  same ;" 

She  remembers  us  not  in  the  time  of  our  heyday, 
When  glossy  and  fresh  from  the  tailor  we  came. 

But  still  I  prefer  thee,  old  friend,  to  the  cassock, 
Though  dear  was  the  man  who  the  legacy  gave ; 

More  devoutly,   perchance,    do   the   knees   kiss   the 

hassock, 
When  clad  in  humility  decent  and  grave. 

Come,  hang  on  my  shoulders,  my  good  eterlasting, 
Though  great  the  misnomer  they  give  to  the  stuff: 

For  'tis  plain  that  our  threads  are  together  fast  wasting, 
Yet,  if  we  wear  well,  we  shall  last  long  enough. 


NOTES. 


NOTE  1,   PAGE  9. 

"  Who  so  preach  Christ,  preach  ly  synecdoche." 

UNFORTUNATELY  this  passage,  and  divers  other  parts  of  this 
production,  will  call  forth  a  comparison  of  it  with  the  admirable 
44  Churchman's  Epistles."  Had  the  writer  never  seen  "  Re- 
li-gio  Clerici,"  this  had  probably  never  been  written  :  but,  in 
verbum  sacerdotis,  he  had  not  seen  the  second"  Churchman's 
Epistle,"  till  this  was  almost  finished, 

NOTE  2,  PAGE  10. 

"  For  all  the  learning  in  his  addled  brain." 

The  following  precious  printed  document  is  subjoined  as  a 
specimen  of  these  religious  hawkers,  and  the  mode  of  turning1 
their  commodity  to  acconnt. 

*'  Surely  Religion  has  catch'd 

The  itch  on  purpose  to  be  scratch'*!." 


LORD'S  DAY  PLAN  FOR  THE 
18—. 


CIRCUIT. 


Placet. 

Hours  of  Preaching, 

4-c. 

Preachers. 

Hanslope  .  . 

Inwood,  Shoemaker. 

Wavendon 

Manning,  Pedlar. 

Burton,  Laceman.     1 

Ditto  

Perry,  Labourer. 

Brickhill     . 

Britton,  an  itinerant  Baker. 

Ditto  . 

Bartram,  Plough  boy 

Water  Eaton 

Harris,  Cobbler. 

"\     

f 

Gamble,across-leffg'd  knight 

Stratford    .. 

:::::::::::::: 

Fam'd  for  his  faith  and  war- 
like fight, 
Who  can  deep  mysteries  un- 
riddle, 

J 

I 

As  easily  as  thread  a  needle. 

Summerford,  )  Two  Day 

Ditto  

Pearcefield,    $  Labourers. 

'Salford  .... 

-\     

( 

Bunker,    whether  suspended 

L.  Brickhill 
Moulsoe    ... 

\.  Preferment 

C      vacant 

)   

or  preferred,  not  known. 
Hanscomb,      degraded     for 
adulterous  intercourse. 
B»               ,  reduced  to  the 

Brouefhton 

I 

benches  for  petty  larceny. 

Quarterly  collections,  llth  and  18th  June,  10th  and  17th 
September;  Missionary  Collection,  7th  and  14th  May  ;  July 
Collection,  on  the  9th  and  16th. 

What  a  body  of  lay-divinity !  I  suppose  their  Christian 
names  may  be  found  in  parish  registers,  bat  they  seem  to 
have  divested  themselves  of  them  here,  in  contempt  of  the 
barren  rite  of  baptism.  It  has  been  said,  that  to  offer  a  blow  at 
Methodism  would  be  as  unmanly  as  to  strike  a  woman  ;  but  if 
it  cannot  bear  a  serious  blow,  a  switch,  as  large  as  that  pre- 
scribed by  a  late  judge  for  domestic  discipline,  might  be  of 
wholesome  use  to  whip  the  conceit  out  of  such  ignorami :  they 
are  insensible  to  every  other  corrective.  Such  are  the  gentry 
to  whom  Lords  Holland,  Erskine,  &c.  have  continued  an 
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eig4iteenpenny  exemption  from  the  service  of  their  country, 
and  given  a  special  licence  to  adulterate  its  religion.  They 
have  another  speculation  equally  unprincipled.  I  have  shud- 
dered to  see  a  fair -portioned  farmer's  daughter,  beautiful,  and 
once  full  of  spirits,  the  very  flower  of  my  flock,  led  a  sacrifice 
to  the  altar,  by  one  of  these  ghostly  impostors,  of  the  dirtiest 
craft,  of  double  her  age,  and  ugly  to  deformity,  as  much 
against  the  wishes  of  her  parents,  whom  she  had  learnt  to  dis- 
obey as  a  new  commandment,  as  against  all  natural  feelings. 
It  is  often  asked,  how  is  it  this  miserable  imposition  succeeds 
in  such  weak  hands  ? — How  is  it  mountebanks  succeed  ?  how 
is  it  lotteries  succeed  ?  how  is  it  quackery  of  all  kinds  suc- 
ceeds ?  how  are  the  most  paltry  politicians  followed  ?  Because 
the  bruiting  and  bellowing  of  impostors  is  heard  above  the 
voice  of  reason.  The  true  solution  is  to  be  found  in  the  old 
anecdote  of  Dr.  Rock  and  the  physician. 

NOTE  3,  PAGE  11. 
"  The  Lay  man's  blow." 

"  The  Claims  of  the  Establishment,  by  a  Layman,"  which  it 
were  well  if  every  District  Committee  in  the  kingdom  distri- 
buted among  its  members. 

NOTE  4,    PAGE  11. 

"  OfDist.  Com.  Sec." 
"  Cier.  Parl.  Dom.  Corn."— Buffer. 

NOTE  5,    PAGE  11.  « 

"  Of  good  Chactaws." 

When  the  Reverend  Benjamin  Rolmeister  arrived  at  Labra- 
dor, off  "  Hope  Dale,"  after  a  long  absence,  his  dear  Escjui- 
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maux  crowded  round  him ;  and  the  aged  Thomas,  who  was 
the  first  to  salute  him,  fell  upon  his  neck  and  kissed  him,  and 
wept,  and  addressed  him  with  these  words,  "  Art  thou  indeed 
Benjamin,  and  do  1  see  tliee  once  more  before  I  die  ?" 

1st  Bible  Society  Report. 


NOTE  6,   PAGE  14. 

"  And  eat  my  bread  in  peace  and  privacy." 

This  pleasing  sentiment  of  the  excellent  and  pious  Hooker, 
has  been  versified  before  by  a  better  hand— Mason. 

NOTE  7,  PAGE  18. 
11  Old  Blenkinsop." 

"  Baylis,  and  Blenkinsop,  and  lofty  Wise." — Wttrton. 
My  contemporaries  will  remember,  with  a  smile,  the  Latinity 
of  the  Quadrangle — But  time  has  beaten  old  Blenkinsop ; 
with  him,  too,  "  bora  prseterlabitur  est." 

NOTES,    PAGE  19. 

"  The  pheasant's  emerald  neck." 

"  Ah  !  what  avail  his  glossy  varying  dyes, 
His  purple  crest,  and  scarlet- circled  eyes, 
The  vivid  green  his  shining  plumes  unfold, 
His  painted  wings,  and  breast  that  flames  with  gold." 

Windsor  Forest. 
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NOTE  9,   PAGE  21. 

"  Thvugh  by  race  a  Cynic." 
The  DoygeA  Philosophy,  a  Kvwv. 

NOTE   10,    PAGE  24. 

"  Whilst  embryo  Cromwells." 

Mr.  Brougham  having1  sung  his  Palinodia,  whether  under 
the  smart  of  castigation,  or  from  sincere  conviction  of  his  pre- 
judices, we  are  bound  to  meet  him  in  the  Christian  spirit  of 
conciliation.     That  he  has  found  the  established  clergy  a  body 
of  men  beyond  and  above  his  expectation,  cannot  be  doubted; 
and  his  free  acknowledgment  of  their  talents,  virtues  and 
piety,  is  valuable  testimony  from  a  supposed  enemy :  I  would, 
in  charity,  attribute  it  to  a  candid  mind.     How  far  the  whole  of 
his  plan  of  education  js  agreeable  to  the  conscientious  care  of 
our  established  religion,  must  be  gravely  considered;  and  our 
superiors  in  Church  and  State  will  weigh  the  matter  well  be- 
fore they  accede  to  an  exclusion  from  the  schools  of  all  prayer, 
and  of  all  such  books  as  may  lead  to  a  preference  of  the 
national  religion.     The  provision  for  learning  the  Catechism 
twice  a  week,  is  so  far  enough ;  and  the  qualification  for  the 
Schoolmaster,  as  to  his  being  of  the  Church  of  England,  is 
good  j  and  the  veto  on  his  election  is  excellent. 

??     '•    +?f 

The  Honourable  Gentleman  will  have  a  troublesome  party, 
on  the  other  side,  to  bring  over  to  any  thing  like  moderate 
terms:  nothing  like  toleration,  or  modification,  will  satisfy 
them  :  they  must  have  every  thing  or  nothing.  If  mixed  up 
with  the  body  of  the  people,  they  would  lose  their  importance, 
which  is  only  felt  by  distinction  or  division.  But,  Mr.  Brougham 
i?  a  judge,  who  at  best  was  before  a  neutral,  and  therefore 


m«st  fairly  competent  to  decide  on  the  rights  of  the  Church, 
and  the  claims  of  his  adversaries. 

The  awful  death  of  Dr.  Lindsay  has  just  now  appeared  in  the 
papers.— His  companions  have  made  the  just  application  of  it, 
and  I  am  not  so  uncharitable,  or  so  bigoted,  as  to  infer  any 
thing  judicial  from  the  moment  and  occasion  when  it  took 
place:  but  I  allude  to  it,  merely  to  reverse  the  picture ;  and  to 
suppose  that  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  had  dropped  down, 
at  the  instant  of  his  insisting  on  some  greater  security  for  the 
Church ;  how  would  our  opponents  have  interpreted  such  an 
event! 


NOTE  11,  PAGE  28. 

"  As  only  dust  that  soils  the  balance." 

Twice  only  have  I  had  opportunities  of  listening  to  the 
charms  of  evangelical  eloquence,  and  of  witnessing  its  infa- 
tuating effects  upon  the  audience :  for  in  both  instances  it  was 
a  perfect  novelty  to  the  congregations.  The  greatest  care  was 
taken  by  the  preachers  to  thicken  the  disguise,  and  the  latent 
design  was  most  artificially  concealed.  Nothing  could  be 
more  laboured  than  the  disclaimer  put  in  against  Antinonaianism; 
and  the  most  indignant  abhorrence  was  expressed  of  all  the 
abominable  consequences  of  high  or  ultra- Calvinism :  there 
was  something  like  consciousness  in  the  manner.  But  after  all, 
the  drift  of  one  discourse  was,  that  the  moral  man  (somehow 
or  other,  T  would  not  misrepresent  my  friend,)  was  no  better 
than  a  murderer  or  adulterer:  and  in  the  other,  this  pleasing 
illustration  was  given  of  the  scheme  of  salvation  :  "  If," — I 
write  from  distant  recollection,  and  shall  do  injustice  to  the 
style,  but  I  trust  not  to  the  matter,—"  If,"  said  the  preacher, 
*'  an  artist  were  employed  on  a  scriptural  piece  of  Christ  and 
his  apostles,  the  leading  and  prominent  figure  would  demand 
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#11  the  talents  of  the  painter,  and  all  the  attention  of  the  spec- 
tator; whilst  the  insignificant  group  of  the  apostles  in  the 
back-ground  would  require  little  labour  in  the  execution,  and 
attract  small  notice — they  would  be  merely  expletives  to  nil  up 
*he  canvas*.  Thus  it  is  in  the  plan  of  salvation,  that  Christ 
is  all  in  all :  he  has  done  and  suffered  all  that  is  necessary  for 
us,  and  the  Christian  graces  and  virtues  sink  to  nothing  in  the 
scale ;  they  are  hardly  make- weights,  mere  dust  in  the  ba- 
lance." As  they  are  thus  valueless,  and  therefore  non-essen- 
tial, a  cleanly  Christian,  who  has  an  aversion  to  u  mere  dung 
and  filthy  rags,"  may  well  be  weighed  without  them,  and  hope 
not  to  be  found  wanting.  Who  would  work  the  works  of 
supererogation,  the  splendida  peccata  of  Augustine?  This, 
surely,  is  leaving  little  for  the  day  of  judgment;  its  proceed- 
ings are  superseded,  the  doctrines  of  probation,  obedience,  and 
moral  improvement,  are  set  aside :  where  is  need  of  fear  and 
trembling,  to  the  workers-out  of  their  own  salvation  ? — Will  not 
the  grossest  sinner  make  this  direct  and  comfortable  deduction, 
and  does  he  not  do  so  ?  Yet  the  cloven-foot,  so  artfully  was  it 
enveloped,  was  not  detected  by  an  orthodox  archdeacon,  and 
my  learned  brethren,  at  the  visitation,  who  sanctioned  the 
doctrine,  by  requesting  publication.  They  were  cruelly  de- 
nied !  They  might,  perhaps,  be  referred  for  further  gratifica- 
tion to  a  sermon  I  have  some  time  heard  of,  01  read  of,  in  the 
peroration  of  which  the  following  bathetic  anti-climax  may  be 
fonnd,  and  which  accords  with  the  taste  of  Longinus,  as  much 
as  the  above  illustration  does  with  that  of  Da  Vinci.  "  Finally, 
my  brethren,  be  serious  ;  for  Almighty  God  is  serious  ;  Jesus 
Christ  is  serious ;  the  holy  angels  are  serious ;  and,  depend 
upon  it,  the  devil  himself  is  serious."  May  not  such  a  name  as 
Cowan  be  found  in  some  Evangelical,  or  Eclectic,  or  Metho- 
dist Magazine  ?  This  will  be  intelligible  to  one  at  least. 

*  Not  BO  thought  Leonardi  da  Vinci,  who  was  three  years  studyiug  the  head 
of  Judas,  and  at  last  made  an  ecclesiastic  his  original.  Strange  coincidence ' 
that  the  Church  should  hare  afforded  the  likeness  of  the  traitor! 


I  have  now  been  edified  by  a  third  discourse,  by  another 
evangelist,  and  in  the  self-same  place  and  strain  :  for  it  seems 
their  practice,  whenever  they  get  possession  of  the  rostrum, 
immediately  to  throw  the  Gauntlet,  and  give  battle  to  us,  whom 
they  still,  by  courtesy,  call  their  brethren.  It  is  strange,  that 
these  brethren  of  our's  will  not  content  themselves  with  cherish- 
ing their  peculiar  errors,  or  opinions,  in  private,  or  at  most, 
with  imposing"  them  upon  their  own  passive  congregations, 
without  eagerly  seeking  to  give  offence,  where  they  acknow- 
ledge they  have  no  hope  of  success:  they  excite,  without 
feeling  nausea,  like  the  dog  when  he  returns,  &c.  The  proe- 
miuin  of  the  reverend  gentleman's  sermon,  if  not  very  novel, 
was  very  flattering  to  himself:  a  running  comparison  between 

my  Lord  Liverpool  and  the  vicar  of  O ,  between  the  prime 

minister  of  state  and  the  humble  minister  of  Christ ;  and  in  as 
far  as  the  King  of  Heaven  is  greater  than  the  King  of  England, 
in  so  far  is  the  poorest  minister  of  the  Gospel  greater  than  the 
first  lord  of  the  treasury  !  No  doubt  we  all  felt  highly  com- 
plimented by  individual  application,  by  our  strenuous  and 
perspiring  preceptor ;  it  was  pleasing  unction  for  the  moment : 
but  alas  !  a  return  home  to  our  humble  fare  and  care  soon  con- 
vinced most  of  us  that  all  this  was — vanity.  The  main  topic 
was  the  hundred  times  repeated,  and  as  often  convicted  error, 
concerning  regeneration.  It  would  be  tedious  to  enter  upon 
a  disquisition  oi  this  very  plain  doctrine  :  but  a  brief  abstract  of 
it,  as  it  stands  accepted  by  our  Church,  may  be  compressed 
into  a  note.  It  is  impossible  to  conceive  any  definite  idea  of 
the  doctrine  they  would  inculcate,  from  the  perverse  and  wilful 
confusion  they  make  of  the  separate  and  intelligible  positions 
of  the  Church  regeneration,  or  the  new-birth,  and  renovation. 
They  deny  that  baptism  and  regeneration  are  identified,  or  that 
the  latter  is  a  concomitant  of  the  rite ;  and  yet  they  cannot 
define  when  it  takes  place,  or  whether  it  may  be  instantaneous 
or  progressive  ;  or  whether  it  may  not  happen  more  than  once, 
and  so  become  re- regeneration.  If  Nicodemus  was  astonished, 
from  his  own  want  of  conception,  and  asked  how  could  a  man 
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be  bom  again  ;  how  might  he  marvel  to  be  told  that  he  may  be 
thus  born  again  and  again,  or,  equally  incredible,  that  his 
delivery  may  be  going  on  for  years  together  1 

The  word  regeneration  is  of  rare  occurrence  in  Scripture ; 
and,  I  believe,  never  but  in  conjunction  with,  or  as  a  compo- 
nent part  of  baptism.  Thus  in  Titus,  iii.  5.  "  According  to  his 
mercy  he  saved  us,  by  the  washing  of  regeneration;"  clearly 
alluding  to  the  baptismal  rite.  Thus  when  Jesus  explains  him- 
self to  Nicodemus,  he  says,  "  Except  a  man  be  born  of  water 
and  the  Spirit,  he  cannot  enter  into  the  kingdom  of  God." 
John,  iii.  5.  Here  the  operation  of  the  Spirit  is  simultaneous 
with  the  outward  sign.  These  are  the  two  most  direct  texts 
relating  to  the  new  birth,  in  both  of  which  we  have  the  laver  of 
regeneration  expressly  denoted.  Hence,  to  be  baptized  with 
water  and  the  Holy  Ghost,  cannot  be  reduced  to  a  mere  sym- 
bol or  sign.  Thus  it  was  understood  in  the  primitive  Church, 
for  Ireneeus,  in  direct  terms,  calls  "  baptism  our  regenera- 
tion," which  sufficiently  shows  the  original  acceptation. 

Hence  the  27th  Article  declares  Baptism  to  be  not  only  a 
sign  of  profession,  but,  also  a  sign  of  regeneration  or  new- 
birth;  as  in  like  phrase,  the  following  Article  declares  the 
Supper  of  the  Lord  *'  is  not  only  a  sign  of  the  love  Christians 
ought  to  have  among  themselves  one  to  another  ;  but  rather 
is  a  sacrament  of  our  redemption  by  Christ's  death."  Do  our 
Evangelical  brethren  ever  attempt  to  deny  the  spirituality  of 
the  Blessed  Sacrament  of  the  body  and  blood  of  Christ? 
Why  do  they  then  deprive  Baptism  of  its  essence  ?  The  fra- 
mers  of  the  two  Articles,  would  have  as  soon  desecrated  the 
one  as  the  other. 

The  whole  form  of  Baptism  is  truly  conformable  to  this 
article.  "  Identifying  regeneration  with  the  outward  sign." 
First,  "  We  beseech  thee,  for  thine  infinite  mercies,  that  thon 
wilt  mercifully  look  upon  this  child,  wash  him,  and  sanctify 
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him  with  the  Holy  Ghost:"  next,  "  We  call  upon  thee,  fdr  thi* 
infant,  that  he  coming  to  thy  Baptisn-,  may  receive  redemp- 
tion of  his  sins,  by  spiritual  regeneration:"  again,  "Give  thy 
Holy  Spirit  to  this  infant,  that  he  may  be  born  again,  and  be 
made  an  Heir  of  everlasting  Salvation."  The  water  is  then 
consecrated  "to  the  mystical  washing  away  of  sin  :"  and  after 
the  child  is  baptized  therein,  or  therewith,  it  is  declared,  "  that 
this  child  is  regenerate,  and  grafted  into  the  body  of  Christ's 
Church;"  and  thanks  are  offered  up,  "That  it  hath  pleased 
thee  to  regenerate  this  infant  with  thy  Holy  Spirit,  and  to  re- 
ceive him  for  thine  own  child,  by  adoption."  The  same  explicit 
terms  run  through  the  rest  of  the  offices.  This  fundamental 
doctrine  is  recognised  in  the  Liturgy  and  Catechism.  Thus 
in  the  Collect  for  Christmas  day,  "Grant  that  we  being 
regenerate,  and  made  thy  children  by  adoption  and  grace,  (in 
baptism)  may  daily  be  renewed  by  thy  Holy  Spirit."  How 
distinctly  is  regeneration  here  marked  out  from  renovation! 
And  in  the  Catechism,  is  baptism  termed  **  A  death  unto  sin, 
and  a  new-birth  unto  righteousness."  But  how  ably  and 
fully  have  these  texts  and  quotations  been  produced  by 
Bishops  Tomline  and  Mant,  and  Mr.  Sharpe,  not  forgetting 
the  writer  in  the  Quarterly  Review,  who,  like  a  certain  saintly 
trimmer  in  the  House  of  Commons,  after  a  most  convincing- 
argument  in  favour  of  a  motion,  concludes  with  moving  the 
previous  question. 

NOTE  12,  PAGE  30. 

"  Small  reverence  at  home." 

Provision  is  made  in  a  statute,  passed  after  the  rejection  of 
Lord  Sidmouth's  salutary  bill,  by  which  no  person  shall  be- 
come a  self-appointed  preacher,  or  teacher,  who  exercises 
any  other  calling,  trade,  or  profession,  except  ihat  of  a  school- 
master. The  magistrates,  therefore,  may  refuse  licences  to  all 
applicants,  who  do  not  divest  themselves  of  their  secular  occu- 
pations. The  priest-food  have  never  enforced  the  penalties  on 


the  priest- craft;  and,  therefore,  have  given  no  cause  to 
these  gentry  to  cry,  with  Jerry  Tugwell,  "  parsecute  on  !  par- 
jecute  on !"  But  as  the  late  Clergy -consolidation  act,  (thanks 
to  the  fraraers)  has  pretty  well  concluded  the  business  of 
common  informers  against  the  beneficed  clergy,  perhaps 
they  may  be  glad  of  a  hint  how  to  renew  their  pursuit  of 
smaller  game.  Under  these  two  protecting  acts,  much  might 
be  done  towards  ridding  the  church  and  the  country  of 
fanaticism. 


THE    END. 
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